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IS. 
Hermia died a year later, and was 

buried by Faulkner 's side; his mother 
lived on for several years. 

It was inevitable, of course, that Her
mia should accept Nevil's death as a 
judgment; we become so bewildered be
fore the mere meaninglessness of events, 
at times, that it is a relief to believe in a 
cruel and unjust providence rather than 
in none at all. W h a t is probably true 
is that she sank under the strain of ex
periences that wrung the finest and most 
sensitive principles of her being, or, as we 
say, died of a broken heart. 

My wife and I have often talked of 
her and Nevil, and have tried to see some 
way for them out of the shadow of Faulk
ner's dream into a sunny and happy life. 
As they are both dead, we have dealt with 
them as arbitrarily as with the personages 
in a fiction, and have placed and replaced 
them at our pleasure in the game, which 
they played so disastrously, so that we 
could bring it to a fortunate close for 
them. W e have always denied, in the 
interest of common-sense and common 
justice, any controlling effect to the 
dream itself, except through their own 
morbid conscientiousness, their exagger
ated sensibility. We know people, plen
ty of them,who would have been no more 
restrained from each other by it than by 
a cobweb across their path : Hermias who 
would never have told their Nevils of it; 
Nevils who, if they had known it, would 
have charged their Hermias on their love 
to spurn and trample upon it. That evil 
dream had power upon the hapless pair 
who succumbed to it only because they 
were guiltless of the evil it imputed to 
them. 

Our Nevil's death, violent and purely 
accidental as it was, seemed to us a most 
squalid and inconclusive catastrophe, and 
no true solution of the problem. Yet our 
Hermia being what she was, and Nevil 
being Nevil, we saw that it was impossible 
Faulkner 's dream should not have always 

NOW is the cherry in blossom, Love, 
Love of my heart, with the apple to follow; 

Over the village at nightfall now 
Merrily veers and darts the swallow. 

At nightfall now in the dark marsh grass 
Awakes the chorus that sings old sorrow; 

had power upon them ; and the time came 
when we could regard their death with
out regret. I myself think that if Nevil 
had seen Hermia again, as he promised 
me, it would have been only to renew in 
her and in himself their strength for re
nunciation; and I have sometimes ima
gined a sort of dramatic friendship taking 
the place of their love, and uniting their 
lives in good works, or something of that 
kind. But I have not been satisfied with 
this conception; it is too like what I have 
found carried out in some very romantic 
novels; and my wife has always insisted 
that if they had met again, they would 
have married, and been unhappy. She in
sists that they could not have kept their 
self-respect and their perfect honor for 
each other, if they had married. But this 
again seems abominably unfair: that they 
should suffer so for no wrong; unless, 
indeed, all suffering is to some end un
known to the sufferer and the witnesses, 
and no anguish is wasted, as that friend of 
Nevil believed. We must come to some 
such conclusion; or else we feel that we 
must go back to a cruder theory, and 
say that they were all three destined to 
undergo what they underwent, and that 
what happened to them was not retribu
tion, not penalty in any wise, since no 
wrong had been done, but simply fate. 

Of course there is always the human 
possibility that the dream was a divi
nation of facts; that Hermia and Nevil 
were really in love while Faulkner lived, 
and were untrue to him in their hearts, 
which are the fountains of potential 
good and evil; but knowing them to be 
what they were, we have never admit
ted this hypothesis for a moment. For 
any one to do so, my wife says, would be 
to confess himself worse than Faulkner 
dreamed them to be. She does not permit 
it to be said, or even suggested, that our 
feelings are not at our bidding, and that 
there is no sin where there has been no 
sinning. 

THE END. 

The evening star is dim for the dew, 
And the apple and lilac will bloom to-morrow. 

The honeysuckle is red on the rock; 
The will ow floats over the brook like a feather; 

In every shadow some love lies hid— 
And you and I in the world together. 
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